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THE WASHINGTON ARCH 


Tllumination of Washington Arch, New Vork City, on the occasion of 
the reception of the French and British War Commissions. President 
Wilson’s now famous statement, “The world must be made safe for 
democracy,”’ was placed over the permanent inscription as being more 


in keeping with the present trend of affairs. 
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A Day at Lexington, Mass. 


(NAME WITHELD BY REQUEST) 


Fig.1. The statue of The Minute Man. Said to be 
the statue of Captain Parker of The Minute Men 


Y HOME is not far from Lexington, Massachusetts. In common 
with every other American school boy, I studied what happened 
there and have always meant to see the spot. 

One day last summer my son, age 12 years, who had been reading the 


stirring accounts of Paul Revere’s Ride and of the bravery of the Minute 
(Text matter continued on page 344) 
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Fig. 2. This stone marks the site of the Meeting House around which General Gage’s 
troops deployed and formed in line of battle. They then advanced to the location of the 
flag pole which can be seen above this stone and a little to the right of the stone Bible 


bone NEES SPARED: 


Fig. 3. This stone marks the location of the line of the Minute Men. They were 
few in number as heroes in time of danger always are. They may have appeared to the well- 
trained troops opposed to them, as merely a handful of law-breakers 
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Fig. 4. The flagpole on the right marks the location of General Gage’s troops during the 
battle; stone on the left marks the location of the line of Minute Men 


Fig. 5. The Harrington House which stands just back of where the line of Minute Men 
formed. Young Harrington went from his home across the few rods to the line of the Minute 
Men. He was wounded but crawled to the door of his house and died at his wife’s feet 


Fig. 6. It was explained to the boy that this was not a Revolutionary cannon, which he 
quite understood, because he saw in Bunker Hill Monument one of the four cannon possessed 
by the Americans at the time of the Battle of Bunker Hill 


Fig. 7. The monument marking the burial 
place of those who died in the Battle of Lexington, 
seven, I think, in number 


Men, said: “Daddy, let’s go out to Lexington next Saturday.” Being 
heartily ashamed of the fact that I had never gone, I readily promised, 


and the next Saturday morning found us en route. It is a short and 
pleasant trolley ride from Boston, and we soon were there. 

The historic interest of the place centres about the Green. Here one 
comes first to the statue of ““‘The Minute Man.” We make it a rule in our 
family to take pictures of interesting places we visit, with some member 
of the family in the picture, to increase the interest in later years, and 
the boy very willingly climbed to the base of the statue, which is shown 
in Figure No. 1. This figure is said to represent Captain Parker of the 
company of Minute Men. 

Next we came to the spot shown in No. 2, which was, on April 19, 
1775, the site of a meeting house. General Gage’s troops are said to 
have marched to the front of the Meeting House, then to have formed in 
fighting order, to have deployed around the Meeting House, and to have 
come out onto the Green, face to face with the thin line of Minute Men. 
The site of the Meeting House, which has long been destroyed, is marked 
by a large stone with inscriptions, and very properly surmounted by a 
stone Bible. 

We walked a short distance across the Green to the boulder shown in 
picture No. 3, which marked the location of the line of Minute Men. 
The distance, which can be judged from picture No. 4, looked to us to be 
fatally short, as indeed it proved to be. Carved upon the boulder is a 
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representation of a musket of the time, and Captain Parker’s famous 
sentences: “Stand your ground. Do not fire unless fired upon. But if 
they mean to have a war let it begin here.” . 

Just back of the location of this line stands the Harrington House. 
From this house young Harrington went to take his place in the line of 
Minute Men. He was desperately wounded, but managed to drag him- 
self across the little space of Green to the door of his house, there to die 
at his wife’s feet, one of the first, if not the very first victim of the war. 

Those who were killed in the battle, if what occurred on the Green 
can be called a battle, and those who died from their wounds were buried 
near the scene of the battle. 

We found other places of interest; the bell tower from which the alarm 
was rung to summon the Minute Men; the Tavern where they assembled 
and the house at which Samuel Adams and John Hancock were sleeping 
and from which they made a hasty escape. This house is now a museum 
well worth visiting, because of the relics it contains. 

It was our intention to go from Lexington to Concord and so complete 
the ride over which General Gage’s troops marched, but it began to rain 
and we were compelled to give it up. We-hope to visit there soon. 

Some of us are so located that we cannot take long vacations, or feel 
that we cannot, but in many parts of the country there are places which 
are interesting because of historic occurrences or of great industries or 


geological formation which can be visited with both pleasure and profit, 
sometimes requiring only a day at a time. 


Fig. 8. The house where Samuel Adams and John Hancock slept the night before 
the battle and from which they made a hasty escape. The capture of these two Revolu- 
tionary leaders would probably have gone far to repay General Gage for the trouble of the 
expedition 
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Account of a 


Christmas Camp Held 
by Some Members of the 
Odontological Society of 

Victoria, Australia 


By Cecit Pincus, D.D.S. 
MELBOURNE, VICTORIA 


Manager of Camp. G. N. Fetherston, D.D.S. 


ITY dentists usually spend their holidays at the seaside or in the 
country. Often they indulge in so much strenuous exercise such 
as tennis, golf or long walks, or gaiety such as dances, card parties, 

etc., that they return from their “holiday” more tired than when they 
started. Hence certain members of the Odontological Society decided to 
have a “go as you please’”’ holiday away from the trappings of civiliza- 
tion. Imagine the joy of not wearing a stiff collar for a fortnight—never 
being indoors—killing your own tucker—cooking it to your own taste— 
sleeping as long as you please, day or night. 

However, it was Mr. G. N. Fetherston, of Eaglehawk, Bendigo, who 
both originated the idea of a dentists’ camp, and arranged all the details. 
Being an ardent sportsman, 
he knew the spots where game 
abounded and he also knew 
what equipment was neces- 
sary for such a trip. 

Mt. Buller, 120 miles 
from Melbourne, and in the 
heart of the bush, was de- 
cided on as an ideal spot. 
The surrounding hills 
abounded with game, the 
wildest in the colony, and 
the streams are well stocked 
with English trout. The 
members arrived at the camp Yours truly—Cecil Pincus 


— 
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Down, Fetherston and Pincus, ‘‘ CooKInc” 


General view of camp, showing on right the restaurant 
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variously by motor car and motorcycle, also by horse and trap from 
the nearest railway station 20 miles away. 

The first day was spent putting up tents and sorting out equipment. 
When the camp was properly built, each member spent the time according 
to his taste and inclination. The ardent sportsmen rose with the sun 
at 4 A. M., and returned to camp at g A. M. when the lazier members would 
be having breakfast. Others would wade the streams and return with 
lovely trout, which would be cooked on the spot. No doubt about its 
being fresh fish. One venturesome party climbed Mount Buller (5,600 
feet) and looked out upon 200 miles of virgin soil beyond. Camp diet was 
simple, such as fresh fruit, milk and cream from an adjoining farm—in 
fact everything was consistent with the idea of “back to nature.” As 
the time approached for the camp to be struck all the party had forgotten 
they were dentists. Teeth and depot bills were forgotten. An indoor 
life seemed impossible to bear in the future. The camp was voted a com- 
plete success, and it was felt that there was only one way in which a den- 
tist could return from a holiday ten years younger. ‘The secret is “get 
back to nature.” 


’ If we read from left to right we have first (hiding in the tent) Dr. Fetherston, then the author, 
Dr. Cecil Pincus, then Dr. Greenwood and Dr. Morgan and—then the Dog 
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A Week in the Open 


W. J. CRYDERMANN, D.D.S., Grarton, N. D. 


E, SPIKE, George, Joe, Ben, Mac, Jack, and Doc, the writer, 

left home the morning of September 6th last bound west, our 

destination somewhat uncertain but determined to find a 
good duck slough on which to celebrate the opening of the hunting 
season the next day. 

Our outfit consisted of three cars, two Buick sixes and a Studebaker, 
and a Shattuck trailer, our home for the next week. 

Traveling leisurely over good roads we came to Cunningham’s Slough 
about 4 o'clock. Pulling up on a hill overlooking the lower end of the - 
slough, eyes brightened and trigger finger itched. There in the water 
were literally thousands of ducks, big fellows: mallards, canvas-backs, 
pintails, red heads, and butter balls. 

No need to ask if we were going farther, so an embassy with Spike as 
chief diplomat was sent to find a farmer who was willing to donate a camp 
site. Spike evidently possessed the ‘‘silver tongue” for they returned 
shortly and led us along the slough about a mile to a pasture near the 
farmer’s house. Picking out a low bluff overlooking the water we un- 
loaded the cars. The trailer was soon opened and placed, gasoline stove 
set up, grub unpacked and supper on the way. 


Reading left to right, we have Spike, Jack, George, Ben, Doc, Joe 
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The camp on reservation—the trailer set up 


After supper, with cigars and pipes going, guns were brought out of 
cases, oiled, cleaned and put together and tales of former hunting trips 


told. #5 

“Lights out” sounded about eleven, but the sight of the ducks in the 
afternoon was too much and it was with difficulty that we got to sleep 
within a couple of hours. Finally every one dropped off but not for long. 
Brrr! went the alarm clock and “everybody up. It’s 3 o’clock” brought 
the fellows out from under warm blankets. 

Breakfast of coffee and sandwiches over, waders were donned, skeel 
boxes emptied into pockets, guns picked up—and we were off. 

Wading out in the slough was heart-breaking work; about three feet 
of tough sticky mud with a few inches of water on top, but dawn found us 
all located in previously chosen clumps of rushes waiting for the flight to 
start. 

Soon from a mile or so up the slough came a faint “plump,” and the 
flight was on. 

And such a flight—in bunches of 5 to 2o—low—following the*clumps 
of rushes, they came. No time to pick up dead birds, hardly time to kill 
cripples, just a steady “plump—plump” from one end of the slough to 
the other. 

In about half an hour the flight was over and then came the job of 
picking up the dead birds and getting them to shore. And it was “‘some”’ 
job. But who cared, there were the birds to admire and show the tales of 
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doubles and triples to tell and later, of shots missed. When all were in 
camp and the count made, 105 big fellows lay in the sage brush. 

We stayed at the slough a couple of days and Spike and George having 
to go home, we broke camp and the rest moved on for the rest of the week 
about 75 miles further west, to a pass on the Fort Totten Indian reserva- 
tion. The total bag for the trip was over 300 ducks and about 75 prairie 
chickens. But best of all was that feeling that comes only after a week 
in the open. “Ain’t it a gra-a-nd, glorious feeling?” Try it. 


Our Vacation 


By O. B. OstRANDER, D.D.S., Lisson, N. D. 


main requisite being that we enjoy ourselves. Why not plan an 
outing which will give you the maximum amount of pleasure com- 
bined with rest, fresh air and wholesome food? 

If the kind of a vacation I take interests you, try it once and I am sure 
you will not miss taking one each summer. 

The main point of any expedition is the means of transportation, an 
automobile, team, and light wagon or riding animals, the necessary camp- 
ing equipment can be easily procured. 

I have a Ford touring car and camping outfit consisting of auto-tent, 
folding cots, axe, rifle .22 calibre, spade, lantern, water bag, iron gate 
with folding legs, kodak, fishing tackle, bathing suits, blankets, eatirig and 
cooking untensils, and some of eatables, such as canned goods, jelly, 
coffee, etc., we take from home, the perishable food can be purchased along 
the road. 

This outfit is for three people, two adults and child of five years, so 
we have plenty of room in the car. If there is more in the company-an 
auto trailer can be pressed into service. 

The next important question after getting your outfit together is to 
pick out your route. Our trip this year will be among the Lakes in 
Ottertail, Douglas, and Todd Counties in Minnesota and we will pitch 
camp any place that looks inviting. 

If you don’t live near a lake region go to a river, mountains or any 
place to get close to nature and forget about your business; it will wait 
for you. 


A LL OF us have various ideas of how to take a vacation, of course the 


| 
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Four Vacation Pictures 


By Watter R. Hucues, D.D.S., OAKLAND, CALIF. 


R. HUGHES is a very busy man, and while he would greatly 
like to send us a good story, he has not yet found time to tell 
of all the beautiful places he saw nor the pleasures experi- 

enced on his last summer trip, so he sends us some of the pictures 
which tell their tale. 


Verna] Falls 


a : Lover’s Lane 


FOUR VACATION PICTURES 


i Happy Isles 


Yosemite Valley from Artist-Point 
“Where the water seems to fall as liquid diamonds from a cloudless sky””—Mrs. F. W. Ben- 
jaman 


\ ‘ 
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Tropical Vacation 


By Paut S. Coteman, D.D.S., WILBURTON, OKLA. 


four years’ vacation, but, nevertheless, I consider the four years which 


|: ISN’T often in a dentist’s life that he is permitted the pleasure of a 
4 I spent in the activé practise of dentistry in Guatemala, Honduras, 


- Costa Rica and Salvador, Central America, simply a vacation extended— 


‘and also those four years to have been the happiest, and filled with some 


of the greatest hardships of a rough and tumble revolution and war rid- 
den experience possible for a person to undergo. Into those years could 
be written some of the wildest and most peculiar happenings possible to 
occur in a young man’s life especially when the young dentist happens to 
be an undergraduate, out for experience and actual practise and when he 
considers every man his friend and most every pretty girl his sweetheart. 
There is also the experience of the trails leading from town to town 
through the South American Sierras, whereby you have your travelling 
kit strapped across a half dozen “burros” and are wondering what you 
will find in the next town six or seven days ‘“‘mule back” away or in the 
next tiny republic which you will reach after days of mulebacking it 
across the frontiers. Bandit infested with men of the Villa type 
and always ready to kill, rob and steal—no person excepted and Ameri- 
cans their likeliest victims, because it is easier to get away with an Ameri- 
canand with less likelihood of complications. This reduces the lone Ameri- 
can traveler to the point of looking after himself strictly and to an empire 
within himself, to fight his own battles without assistance, Washington 
apparently caring very little for the “strays” who find themselves scat- 
tered to various parts of the world, carrying American ideas and American 
customs and introducing American goods, paving the way for the 
man of the future and when American commerce will dominate 
instead of being told to “stay out.” A vigorous foreign policy will be 
enforced and the trail hackers will be thoroughly protected and un- 
molested by petty officials, but this is aside from the story and beyond the 
statement that large financial rewards are to be had by American dentists 
in Central and South America who will go there and acquire a good knowl- 


edge of Spanish. My story opens at the point where upon a delightfully 


mild and exhilarating morning in the month of June I started from the 
interior town of La Union some fifty miles to the south and which is 
situated upon the Fonseca Bay adjoining the Pacific Ocean. Being an 
ardent fisherman my main object was a fishing trip and I had heard that 
this particular bay was noted for its “white fish” and I wanted to wet a 
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line once more. The road to 
La Union lay through a flat, 
slightly rolling section and 
was always something of in- 
terest to see and like all trips 
through Central America was 
interesting in the extreme 
and when I pulled up at the 
Grand Hotel in La Union, 
located so as to overlook the 
bay, I was delighted at find- 
ing several other Americans 
present some of whom had 
just landed. Among them 
were a number of twenty- 
year-old boys just out of the 
mining department of the 
California University at 
Berkeley and going down to 
the Butters gold mines for 
experience in gold mining. 
After a bath and a hearty 
supper which consisted of 
eggs, fresh fried fish, and a 
small oyster found in the vicinity I was ready for a snooze and the 
next morning found me up early and bargaining with some native 
boatmen to take me for a day’s outing upon the bay. After consider- 
able talk and negotiating we arrived at an agreement. I wasn’t par- 
ticularly struck with the kind of boat we used as it seemed entirely 
too small, being only about fifteen feet long and cut out of a single tree 
and very shallow to hold three men on a rather rough bay, but as the 
boatmen didn’t seem to think anything about it I concluded it would pos- 
sibly be all right and swinging a willow chair I had borrowed at the hotel 
into it, we were ready for a morning’s sport. The fishing spot was about 
two miles from shore and in the centre of the channel and we could see the 
Honduranian town of Amapala ten miles further east. (The United 
States has just begun the erection of a coaling station in this bay.) 

The sun had not yet arisen and we had let our lines down to a depth of 
about twenty feet and were beginning to have good luck and every now 
and then we would haul an eight or nine pounder flopping and wiggling 
aboard and drop it into a basket which had been brought along for the 
purpose. We had caught several and I was enjoying the sport hugely and 


“Where every pretty girl is his sweetheart” 
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often I would let one of them run to the end of my reel line, usually losing 
him on the jerk. When the sun came up my boatmen got sleepy and 
curled up in the bottom snoring audibly and at peace with the world while 
the funny gringo was having the time of his life hauling ’em in. The 
boat had drifted another mile out and bye-and-bye I noticed a long dark 
fin cutting through the water a hundred yards or so away and then I 
noticed several others and thought of something I had forgotten and it 
was that this bay is badly infested with sharks and big maneaters at that 
and I felt sure those fins spelled trouble for us and I got awful lonesome, 
with those two sleeping natives, and those sharks playing around out 
there three miles from land and in such a small boat. Bye-and-bye the 
sharks disappeared and I once more resumed my fishing and was sitting 
calmly with a foot upon the side of the boat looking intently into the clear 
water when just underneath my gaze I made out a huge fish wriggling 
upward. Up he came until he shoved his head about two feet out of the 
water and up within about three feet of my own—I was paralyzed for 
about a second and then the monster blowed—you have often heard a sow 
with young pigs snort and blow; the noise this fish made was something 
on that order only it sprayed 
me all over with mist and 
sounded like a locomotive 
blowing off steam. The two 
sleepers awoke with a start 
and then they laughed at me 
standing up in the other end 
of the boat with an automa- 
tic in my hand awaiting for a 
second visit which did not 
come. I had all the fishing 
I wanted for that day and 
besides the sun was getting 
hot and the boatmen also 
appeared anxious to get back 
to land. As we _ paddled 
shoreward a school of “por- 
poises” followed us in and 
came very close and then I 
recognized that my visitor 
had been a “porpoise” but 
as it happened it was the 
closest view I had ever gotten 
of a porpoise and in the ex- Where “I got awful lonesome” 
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Toward the end of a beautiful day 


citement of the moment I had failed to recognize him. This also ac- 
counted for the disappearance of the sharks as it is said they will not 
stay around where porpoises are feeding. 

The next day I went oyster hunting and got badly sunburned and had 
to lay up for several days after which I took a steamer north and landed in 
Mexico for a few months’ stay in a prosperous old town which had not 
been visited by a dentist in several years. I made several thousand dol- 
lars in silver in this place from my practice and enjoyed myself visiting 
old ruins, a volcano and several of the great haciendas owned by millionaire 


Mexicans. 


Courage 


A crowd of troubles passed him by, : 
As he with courage waited. 

He said: ‘Where do you troubles fly : 
When you are thus belated? ” ; 


“We go,” they said, ‘‘to those who mope, 
Who look on life dejected, 

Who merely say good-bye to hope; 
We go—where we’re expected.” 


—HE LEN E. Starrett. Selected. 
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One of My 
Vacation Trips 


A. O. LANGLAND, D.D.S., Hotstetn, 
Iowa 


E LEFT Holstein July 7th 
for Sioux City where we 
boarded the Shriners’ 


Special train for the National Meeting 
which was to be held at Seattle, Wash- 
ington. Our first stop was at Aberdeen, 
S. D. where we were met at the depot 
and taken in autos through the 
principal parts of that busy little city, 
and then were informed that a big 
Our special *‘feed”’ was waiting for us. 

It was at Aberdeen that our “mascot” became tired of being locked 
up in the baggage car and we had to take him out for a little exercise 
and incidentaly feed him a few tin cans. At Butte, Montana, we were 
taken in special street cars over the crookedest railroad in the world out 
to the mines and were shown through several of the largest ones. 

We arrived at Spokane the next afternoon after climbing around the 
mountains and going through the tunnels, one of which was said to be the 
longest in the United States. At Spokane we were very glad to rest at 
her most beautiful parks. 

The next afternoon we arrived at Seattle, Washington, where the big 
conclave was to be held. There were Shriners there from all over, and 
the city was turned over to us, so you can imagine what kind of a time 
we had. After spending two days at the convention we started for San 
Francisco to see the Panama-Pacific Exposition. During our journey 
from Portland, Oregon, we spent a great deal of time looking at the 
scenery, the most attractive feature being Mt. Shasta. At 5:30 we 
stopped at the base of the mountain and were able to get a good view of it. 

On arriving at Frisco we were surprised to see that the city was entirely 
built up after the disastrous earthquake of 1906. All the streets were 
looking better than they did before the ’quake. The Exposition was 
really better than we had looked for and was well worth the trin a’one. 
Broadway, New York, did not seem to have anything on Market’ treet 
as far as we could see. Of course, this was during the Exposition and 
conditions were above normal then. 
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Mount Shasta 


Two days at the fair were enough for us as we could not see it all any- 
way, so after seeing ‘China Town”’ we felt contented in leaving Frisco. 
By this time we were getting tired of the strenuous life of sightseeing and 
decided to go to Long Beach for a few days’ recreation before we proceeded 
with the rest of the trip. After several dips in the ocean waves we de- 
cided to take a steamer trip over to the Catalina Islands. I had always 
boasted that I was a good sailor, but that day I failed to live up to my 


claim, as after only a half hour of the rough sea, I was hunting for a place 
to lie down and was not able to get up during the trip. The scenery 
here was very beautiful so they said, but I will have to take their 
word for it. 


Up in the Mountains at Corona, Colo. 


From Busch’s Sunken Gardens 


A deep sea fishing trip had been planned for the next day but I had 
no desire whatever to go, as the previous day’s experience had taught me 
to stay off the ocean. 

No trip to the West would be complete without seeing Busch’s Sunken 
Gardens and the beautiful homes on ‘‘ Millionaire Street’’ in Pasadena. 

The fair at San Diego while not as large as the one at Frisco, was well 
worth going to see. As this was too close to Mexico we continued our 


trip to Salt Lake City, where, after seeing the Lake and the Mormon 
Temple we were ready to leave for Colorado Springs. The trip from Salt 
Lake to Colorado Springs was very interesting, as we passed through the 
Royal Gorge and severai other places of equal interest. 


Playing in the sand at Long Beach, Calif. 
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The Balanced Rock 


After reaching Colorado Springs we, of course, make the trip through 
“The Garden of the Gods,” ‘‘Williams Canyon,” ‘‘Cave of the Winds,” 
and then to satisfy our curiosity, made the trip to the summit of Pike’s 
Peak via the cog road. Denver was the next stop and after taking in the 
Mouffitt trip we were ready to leave for Kansas City. A day in that 
city and we were off for Omaha and Sioux City and then back again to 
Holstein. 

And one thing I should mention be 
fore closing. We never talk or think of 
business, teeth, etc. Such thinkings are 
under strict taboo. Our personal appear- 
ance goes for little; comfort is the great, 
the first, desideratum. And don’t we have 
a good coat of burn on us! We could 
easily be arrested for tramps. But we 
wouldn’t care a pin if we were. It would 
be part of the fun; part of the enjoyment 
—something to tell when we got back 
home. 


The writer and the mascot 
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Aboard a Freighter on the Great Lakes 


By Geo. S. Martin, D.D.S., SupBury, ONT. 


boat? This was my pleasure last summer and it may be un- 
usual enough to find a place in your vacation number. 

Our party consisted of my friend “ Jawn,”’ his wife and little daughter, 
Mrs. Martin and the writer. It was our good fortune, in selecting our 
freighter, to be introduced to one of the best in the Great Lakes service, 
the E. D. Carter, captained by that prince among lake captains, Mr. C. 
H. Wilson, of Erie, Pa. 

We boarded the Carter at Sault Ste. Marie, Canada, and proceeded up 
Lake Superior, carrying 5,000 tons of water as ballast to Ashland, Wis., 
where in less than three hours a full load of 10,000 tons of iron ore was 
taken on board, with such rapid loading that there was very little time 
for our party to “do the town.” 

Soon we are heading for the ‘‘Soo”’ again with hatches on and every 
little speck of grime washed from the steel deck. Up to this moment old 
Lake Superior had been beautifully calm but soon we saw signs of a change 
and by the next morning (Sunday) we found things interesting. Capt. 
Wilson during Saturday night headed his boat for the north shore fearing 
to turn broadside on to that howling gale and Monday a. M. found us com- 
ing down behind Michipicoten Island. That Sunday will live in our mem- 
ory for many moons. The joke was rather on the men of our party as 
the ladies went to every meal escorted by the gallant Captain, while 
“Jawn”’ and yours truly refused to be comforted. However, Monday 
afternoon found us locking through the Canadian ‘“‘Soo” and headed for 
Buffalo. The genial captain and the mate Mr. Frank Wilson, his son, 
soon made us feel at home giving us the freedom of the boat and we cer- 
tainly enjoyed every minute of the time. The only rule laid down for 
guests is that they must obey “Ship’s time” for meals. Breakfast 6 A. M. 
dinner 12 M. and supper 6 P.M. Was it any hardship to be ready for break- 
fast? Not that we noticed, after the aforementioned Sunday. The state- 
rdéoms and observation saloon were everything that one could wish and 
the meals were something to write home about; Capt. Wilson proved him- 
self an ideal host and his stories were recalled with delight during many 
winter evenings since. 

At Buffalo, the Carter lay at the Pennsylvania ore docks while her 
cargo was being discharged, giving us 24 hours for sight seeing and shop- 


H AVE any of the DicEst readers enjoyed a vacation on a freight 
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ping. Then away again under ballast back up Lake Erie to Toledo, 
where our boat tied up Saturday, Sunday, and Monday, waiting her 
turn at the coal docks and being loaded. This gave us delightful op- 
portunity for little side trips that would make a story in themselves 
and let no reader think that owing to the nature of her cargo the Carter 
was not a clean and comfortable place of residence; within an hour or so 
after the last hatch was closed not a trace of coal dust was to be found, 
so carefully is the vessel washed down with the hose. 

The loading and unloading of the grand freighter was fascinating to 
our unaccustomed eyes. At the ore docks in Buffalo one machine that 
excited our admiration was a great “clam” that took out about 10 tons 
of ore every time it descended into the hold. ° 

At Toledo a gigantic elevator picked up steel cars with 65 tons of 
coal, ran them up 25 or 30 feet and turned them completely upside down 
into. a hopper discharging into the hatches of the vessel and averaging 
one of these cars every 3 minutes. 

Monday evening saw us making for the Detroit River and passing 
Detroit this time at night enjoying its panorama of electric signs, etc. 
The Detroit and St. Clair rivers with Lake St. Clair were interesting 
in a different sense from our passage up and down Lake Superior, Huron 
and Erie. We were favored with ideal weather conditions every hour 
with the exception of the one day and our last night aboard the Carter, 
which was a decided departure from the even tenor of our way. That 
night approaching Detour northbound a fog came on and became so thick 
that Capt. Wilson, ever careful of life and property, after creeping along 
for some time and blowing the great whistle every two or three minutes 
decided to cast anchor until morning, keeping the bell going, while around 
us in every direction and in close proximity were other bells and whistles 
keeping up a din that forbade sleep. When the fog lifted about eight 
A. M. a dozen freighters and a couple of large passenger steamers were 
found to be anchored in sight. Soon we were in the beautiful St. Mary’s 
River and that afternoon tied up at the docks of the owners, the Algoma 
Steel Corporation Canadian ‘“‘Soo” and bid a reluctant farewell to Capt. 
Wilson and his crew, after two weeks of ‘real holiday.” 

We had traveled in all on board the Carter about two thousand miles. 
The hours of promenading the deck (computing how many circuits of the 
boat made up a mile) through glorious moonlit evenings, the time spent 
aloft with Captain or mate, studying the peaceful green forms and the 
passing towns and villages, the quiet: heurs when some jolly book was 
read aloud, these and many other featuresmade this a trip long to be 
remembered. 
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A. Trip to California 


By Freperick Lester Stanton, D.D.S., New York Ciry, N. Y. 


HE following pictures illustrate a trip to the coast taken by 
Dr. Stanton on a protracted vacation. 


As we follow from picture to picture we can well imagine 


how much of enjoyment and rest from an arduous life he must have 
experienced. 


Old Mission bells. San Gabriel Mis- 
sion 


San Gabriel Mission, California 
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Every sixty-three minutes Old Faithful 
spouts its boiling water. Yellowstone Park 


Big trees on the road to Yosemite, the 
oldest living things on this globe 


Fantastic shapes of the sandstone ledges—Garden of the Gods, Colorado 
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Logging at Lake Tahoe, California 


Hell’s Hole. Mud geysers. All vegetation dead for many yards around- 
these openings. Yellowstone Park 
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Sugar Loaf, Catalina Island. Out in the Pacific 


Mission at Santa Barbara, California 
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Colorado 


The best managed hotel in the U.S. A., Riverside, California. The late C. P. Hunt- 
ington was nursed back to health in the little adobe house seen in the centre. To 
show his appreciation of the service he built this large hotel. Old Mission bells toll 
the hours 5 
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Grape vine near Casitas Pass, Cal. Planted by priests who settled southern California 


The seals. Catalina Island. Pacific Ocean 


Inclined railway, Mount Lowe, Pasadena, California 


| 
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Falls of the Yosemite, 1500 feet Mirror Lake. Time exposure taken just 
after sunrise. Only at this time of day can 
the mirror effect be obtained. Yosemite 
Valley 


Redlands, Southern California. Your first glimpse of vegetation after crossing 
the desert 
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VACATION DAYS ARE HERE! 


Vacation Days Are Here! 


June, the month when Nature is at her loveliest, brings up thoughts 
of out-o’-doors. We need but to hear Bryant’s charge: 


“Go forth under the open sky, and list to Nature’s teachings,” 


to realize that we have been wanting to do it ever since last summer. 

Dentists, of all professional men, need vacations and should look 
upon them as investments as well as pleasures. 

Let us pick up our camera, stock ourselves with ammunition and 
run away to the open, have a good lazy holiday and tell our little story 
with our pictures when we come back. 

“Rest is not idleness; to lie sometimes on the grass under the trees 
on a summer’s day, listening to the murmur of water, or to watch the 
clouds floating in the sky, is by no means wasting time.” —Lord Avebury. 
This may help you to know that you’re not wasting time. 


DREAM, DREAM, DREAM! 


Dream, dream, dream 
Of meadow, wood, and stream; 
Of bird and bee, 
Of flower and tree, 
All under the noonday gleam; 
Of the song and play 
Of mirthful day— 
Dream, Dream, Dream! 


Dream, dream, dream 
Of glamor, glint, and gleam; 
the hushabye things 
The night wind sings 
To the moon and the stars abeam; 
Of whimsical sights 
In the land o’ sprites 


Dream, dream, dream! 
—-Eugene Field. 


“Under the Greenwood Tree” 
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Ute Pass 


A Week in Colorado 


By WALTER S. KYEs, D.DS., ParKER, S. DAK. 


HEN a man begins to feel that his occupation, whatever it 

may be, has become a burden which he seems physically un- 

able to bear, it is a sure sign that he needs a vacation, and if 

he be married it is highly probable that his wife is as much in need of 
recreation as he is himself. 

Being the originator of this philosophy and believing in it thoroughly, 
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Looking down the canyon from Cave of the Winds 


I found myself sitting on the rear end of the observation car. My wife 
was seated inside looking out through the plate glass window. On my 
right sat a very dignified lady of conspicuous bulk. 

I was lazily watching the ties that seemed to slip out from under- 
neath the train and the glistening rails that seemed to spin out from 
some big, concealed spool hidden beneath the platform of the car. 

We entered a cut where the track was lower than the prairies that 
stretched away into infinity. In this cut through which the track ran 
there had accumulated a large number of tumble weeds and as the train 
sped onward the weeds seemed to become animated of a sudden and 
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rushed forward in a mad but fruitless pursuit of the train. By and by 
they slowed down as they got out of reach of the suction created by the 
train, they settled beside the rails content to await the coming of another 
train from the opposite direction when they would indulge in another 
frolic. 

They looked so grotesque, so lumbering of movement and so thor- 
oughly animated that I laughed aloud. Not boisterously, of course, 
but rather amusedly as would become one of my profession. 

I looked toward the lady on my right rather expecting her to join 
in my merriment. I was disappointed. She gave me a cold stony stare 
that was as hard as a piece of metamorphic rock. I concluded that she 
was traveling for business rather than for pleasure. 

The night before I told George, the porter, that I didn’t know enough 
about mountains to distinguish them from the Black Hills and I requested 
him to let me know when they became visible on the distant horizon. 
I wanted to get a first glimpse of them, to settle languidly back on the 
plush and register my feelings and emotions undisturbed, that I might 
keep them vivid for future reference. 

I was hoping for another tumble weed matinee when George touched 
me on the arm and sai, “Boss, when we round the next curve we will 
get our first view of the Rockies.” I went in and joined my wife and 
patiently we awaited the arrival of the Rockies. For a time we watched 
them and then they disappeared in a mist that seemed to come over them 
from above. That they were a long way off was evidenced by the fact 
that we spent two fifty for board on the diner before we detrained among 
the foothills. Between the low rambling hills one slips into Colorado 
Springs and scarcely realizes it. Long before our arrival there our eyes 
were tired looking and waiting for Pike’s Peak to emerge from the clouds. 
It did not emerge and so we busied ourselves with other and less important 
points of interest. 

On getting off the trains one sniffs the fresh mountain air, if one is 
in the habit of sniffing, and is duly thankful. The night aromas that 
perpetually permeate sleeping cars are forgotten and seem far removed 
as George passes out the hand baggage. 

Colorado is composed chiefly of horizontals and _ perpendiculars, 
the latter predominating, plus magnificent mountain scenery, curiosi- 
ties and curios. The first perpendicular one encounters is a long flight of 
stairs that leads up to the car line which passes over the viaduct above 
the railroad tracks. This flight of stairs is a sort of a physical test to 
prepare one for further cardiac and respiratory exertions. 

Our destination was Manitou and when one arrives in Manitou, 
about all that can be heard is the sound of running water. Of course 
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Cathedral Spires 


there are lots of people and the automobile with its smells and noises 
has intruded, but the sound of running water persists and it makes a 
fellow feel as though he would like to lie down and go to sleep. In 
an early day all of Manitou used to do this same thing until its aristocratic 
neighbor and suburb, Colorado Springs, grew up on the east and taught 
Manitou that prolonged slumber was unprofitable and ungenteel. 

The little city is snuggled in a gulch or two and the mountains begin 
in the backyards and clothes lines for the most part run straight up. 
It is noted for its mineral springs. It probably furnishes more distinct 
brands of drinking water than any other city of its size in the state. 
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The city and its environs revel in points of interest. Some distance 
up Ute Pass is Rainbow Falls where a little mountain stream, for a dis- 
tance of forty feet or more assumes a perpendicular so common in Col- 
orado. Time was when the-traveler could walk up Ute Pass, or ride 
if it better suited his desire, and view, unhampered, the miniature rain- 
bow that danced above the falls; but now some close-fisted genius has 
fenced in the falls and the tourist is compelled to pay twenty-five cents 
to view its natural beauty in the shadow of a high board fence. 

We came away with a feeling of sadness over the thought that the 
authorities had not at least compelled these ruthless promoters to build 
Ki fence out of matched lumber instead of rough boards that looked for 
all the world like the windward side of an Arizona sheep corral. 

Another point of deep interest and natural beauty is the Garden 
of the Gods. Without any serious thoughts of gods or gardens some 
prehistoric mountain stream seems to have swept casually and thought- 
lessly along the base of the mountains, and cutting away the softer 
substances of the earth, leaving the harder and more resisting materials 
standing in grotesque figures for the amusement of coming generations 
and the profit of versatile carriage and jitney drivers. 

An elastic and inexhaustible imagination is the first essential to a 
visit to the Garden of the Gods. Most prominent among these age- 
enduring gods and goddesses is the Irish washerwoman, who has bent, 
uncomplainingly and unrewarded, to her menial task for untold cen- 
turies. Not far removed from her is a true likeness of one of Nebraska’s 
greatest ex-politicians and pacifists. 

There are also two rather vague ruminant quadrupeds engaged in an 
age-long osculation, known as the Kissing Camels. In a remote nook 
is located a community house or Pueblo dwelling, the material for 
which was shipped in from New Mexico and which was hewn out by 
primitive hands in prehistoric times. 

Balanced Rock is an interesting product of the vagaries of this pre- 
historic mountain stream, in the shadows of which, placid burros muse 
and drowse and browse, awaiting patiently for the tourists to mount them 
and have their pictures taken. 

The entrance to the Cave of the Winds hangs high upon the moun- 
tain side like a swallow’s nest under the eaves of a barn, and after the 
jitney has negotiated the canyon and the mountain road, one looks down 
into the winding canyon and is awed by the depth and beauty of the view, 
satisfied with the performance of the jitney, and thankful that there is 
such a thing available as accident insurance. 

A guide conducted us into the internals of the mountain where, 
by the aid of electric lamps, we were properly and sufficiently impressed 
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Find the Kissing Camels 


with the internal workings of nature and came forth with a feeling of 
having had our money’s worth. After procuring a sandwich and a 
souvenir, we returned to Manitou. 

The night before we resumed our journey westward a snow storm 
raged high up in the mountains and in the morning the sun rose bright 
and clear and lighted up their tree-filled canyons and their rounded white 
peaks. Then we had our first good view of Pike’s Peak towering above 
them all in majestic grandeur, pure and white and naked against the 


sky. 


A COUNTRY SUMMER PASTORAL 


I would flee from the city’s rule and law, 
From its fashion and form cut loose, 
And go where the strawberry grows on its straw, 
And the gooseberry grows on its goose; 
Where the catnip tree is climbed by the cal 
As she crouches for her prey— 
The guileless and unsuspecting rat 
On the rattan bush at play. 


I will watch at ease the saffron cow 
And the cowlets in their glee, 
As they leap in joy from bough to bough 
On the top of the cowslip tree; 
Where the musical partridge drums on his drum, 
And the woodchuck chucks his wood, 
And the dog devours the dogwood plum 
In the primitive solitude—S. W. Foss, in Tid-Bits. 
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“On the shore and overlooking the lake is a comfortable log cabin” 


Winter Sports in the Rocky Mountain 
National Park 


By Max GreseckE, D.D.S., DENVER, COLORADO 


T IS indeed a privilege to live in Colorado—the top of the world. 
Here in winter or summer the lover of the great out of doors may 
find ample opportunity to indulge in his favorite recreation, be it a 

scientific study of birds, bugs, flowers, or minerals all of which, with 
the exception of venomous varieties, are to be found here in great abund- 
ance. Or should he desire to be found in the more active sports of golf, 
yachting, fishing, motoring, or mountain climbing, we have them also. 

We have many high mountains in our state, Mt. Massive the highest 
(14,420 ft. elev.) is the second highest peak in the United States proper. 
In addition to this we have forty-one more out of the fifty-four named 
peaks in the United States which exceed 14,000 ft. in height. Plenty of 
opportunity, Doctor, if you have ambition along this line. And in the 
winter time, with snow two to fifteen feet deep, you can imagine what 
sport can be had with snow-shoes, skis, toboggan, and camera. 

Last winter a new ski jump record was established by Dr. Hall, of 
Steam Boat Springs, making a new world’s record of 203 feet. 

The pictures here shown were taken in the Rocky Mountain National 
Park in the region near Fern and Odessa Lakes about two miles above the 
sea in a region that has never heard the “crunch” of a wagon wheel nor the 
“honk” of an auto. Beautiful as it is here in the summer time, there is 

(Text matter continued on page 382) 
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Fern Lake showing one of the Ski courses and Notch Top and Little Matterhorn in the 
background 
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The editor of “Practical Hints” looking Mt. Gabriel through the trees 
things over 
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Odessa Lake in Winter The Little Matterhorn from Odessa Lake 


Arriving at Odessa Lake 


380 


WINTER SPORTS IN THE ROCKY MOUNTAIN NATIONAL PARK 381 


Notch Top Mountain above Odessa 
Lake. Here many a film is used. It is 
the photographer’s delight 


Timberline Trees on Flat Top Moun- 
tain. The great banks of snow above 
Timberline are great for the ski 
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Long’s Peak from Bear Lake 


no comparison with the fairy land we find in winter when the mountains 
don their mantle of white. 

At Fern Lake the mountain sides furnish ski and toboggan courses 
that attract both the professional and the amateur, all terminating on the 
smooth surface of the lake which is covered with many feet of snow, mak- 
ing a mammoth feather bed into which the awkward beginner takes many 
a tumble to emerge looking more like a big animated snow ball than a 
human being. On the shore and overlooking the lake is a large com- 
fortable log cabin which will house twenty or thirty people very nicely. 
It contains two large fire places around which we flock to warm up and 
get dry after a day’s frolic in the snow. Many wonderful tales are spun 
during this performance—some of which may be true. It makes an ideal 
camp from which the surrounding country may be visited on skis or 
“webs.” 

A trip to Odessa Lake is always taken as it is only a mile distant but 
about 500 feet higher in elevation. However, the stiff climb is soon for- 


Seven of us “‘mushed”’ over to Bear Lake 
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Ready to “Kick Off” 


The Ski course at Fern Lake Taking a “spill,” Photo by W. P. Smedley 
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A near view of Long’s Peak 


gotten when the lake suddenly comes in view through the trees. This 
beautiful little mountain lake is the photographer’s delight'and many a film 
is used to register Notch Top Mountain with the little Matterhorn or 
Mt. Gabriel with this stretch of water in the foreground. A little farther 
on we come to the great banks of snow above timberline and if there is a 
mecca for the ski this is it. Here thrills both great and small may be had 
with both skis and toboggan. It is not long before each man has picked 
his course and wins applause if he rides it successfully or is greeted by peals 
of laughter if he takes a “spill”’ and rolls the rest of the way, to flounder 
after his skis which have gone merrily on and in different directions. 

This year a party of seven “mushed” on up from here to Lake Helene 
and then over a shoulder of Flat Top Mountain to Bear Lake in Bartholf 
Park, getting experience with the “webs” and taking pictures. 

Such winter sights, snow slides, wind-built cornices on the high moun- 
tain tops, to say nothing of the fantastic snow formation on the trees 
near at hand, I never hope to see again—until next fall. 

Won’t you come out and join us? We'll show you a good time. 


The camp of Fern Lake which is to be replaced by a much larger and 
more commodious structure this year 
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May We Never Grow Old 


By C. L. Rretey, D.D.S., 
BroOKHAVEN, Miss. 


S LONG as God permits me to 
live and breathe the air, retain 
my faculties and use of my 

body, and to have the wherewith, I in- 
tend once a year to get away from 
business for at least ten days. 

I finished school in 1908 and was 
married the same year. The summer 
of 1908 my wife and I camped out on 
our old home place which was vacant. 
We fished and had a general good 


time. The summer of 1910 we were 


entertaining our first born, a little girl, 
so did not get away until Xmas, which 


was spent in a trip to New Orleans. 
The summer of 1911 we left for 
a two months’ trip in Mexico. I had 
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No so many, but oh, so good! 


A morning’s catch 


an excellent time hunting and fishing. 
Made my first acquaintance with the 
“Jack Rabbit” while there. Thought 
it was one of the many goats to be 
found there. The laugh was on me. 
Also had fish to bite a bare hook for 


wouldn’t 
be fair to 


thusiasts, 

The 
summer 
of 1912 
we went 
nowhere, 
in 


D. D. Ripley and friends mak- ele 
ing a landing from boat. (Evi- u 
dently doing a fandango) 1913 my 


other va- . 
cation en- | 


the first time in life. Could tell you pages 
of things that happened in that trip, but that 


Camp at Pearl River 
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wife and I took a trip up 
through Wisconsin, Illinois 
and Missouri. While in Wis- 
consin I had some bully fish- 
ing at Lake Geneva and also 
took in the State Society 
Meeting at Madison. Before 
we left Wisconsin we took a 
Lake trip. We certainly had 
a grand time that summer. 

During the summer of 
1914 my wife went to New Orleans and I spent two weeks on Pearl 
River down near the Louisiana line. We caught fish galore and had a 
bully time. Just three men, 

and we did our own cooking. 

The summer of 1915 was 

spent on Pearl River or rather 

on a “dead” branch of Pearl. 

The water was high when we 

(two high school professors 

and myself) arrived but after 

the first week the fish bit fine. 

On this trip I caught more 

big turtles than I have ever 

Three days diving at our swimming hole, seen before or since. They 
Boys’ Camp, 1916 made very fine eating. We 

also saw lots of alligators. 

One night we counted eight off 
shore from camp. I did my best to 
kill one but failed as we only had 


A logger-head turtle caught off Camp Dead River 


Morning catch for wife, self, and three- ae 
year-old View of Dead River, Marion Co., Miss, 
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“Some crew,” believe me—ready for their morning 
swim. I had charge of the lot for ten days 
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light guns and a shotgun. 
My ambition this year is to 
go back down there with a 
high power rifle and get 
some skulls and hides. I 
may be using a high power 
in the trenches before then 
though. 

Last summer I took a 
boys’ club, of which I am 
superintendent, out for a ten 
days’ camp on a river near 
here. It was my first experi- 


ence in handling and cooking for such a bunch. We had from 


thirteen to eighteen during 
the stay. I almost starved 
the boys the first day or 
so. Army discipline pre- 
vailed and each were dished 
out their rations. While 
I had a great deal of re- 
sponsibility upon my shoul- 
ders still it was so very 
different from anything I 
had done before. I came 
back to the office rested 


Ready for a swim! Wis. State Dental Society, 1913 


and much wiser about boys from eight to eighteen years of age. 


Our camp and lower part of swimming hole, 
Boys’ Camp, 1916 


My way of taking 
a vacation would be 
torture to many of 
my dental brothers, 
but he who still has 
a trace of the boy 
left in him will enjoy 
the camp, with its 
mosquitoes, night 
voices, wind or rain, 
and the thought of 
“Will I get that big 
one in the morning? 
Yes? No? Well I 
just guess yes.” 
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No.1. Making for our camp 


My 1916 Vacation Trp 


By J. A. Pumiirs, D.D.S., 
Butte, MONTANA 


E LEFT here on 
the 16th of July per 
schedule, and as 

we only had about thirty-five 

miles to go, we were off the 
train, loaded on wagon and 


bound from the railroad station toward our camping site, about four 
miles from the railroad shortly after 10 A. M., as shown by No. 1. 
No. 4 shows our main family tent, the older boys having their own 


tent about fifty yards distant, 
as shown very nicely in view 
No.6. In the gully immediately 
to rear of the tent ran a cold 
mountain stream, from the 
beaver dam at the head of which, 
a half mile or so away, we got 
most of our fine native trout. 
View No. 3 shows the “‘cook”’ 
and the “cooker,” being my ar- 
rangement for building up the 
camp fire so Mrs. Phillips could 
cook without stooping over; a 
crib of green sticks built up 


Camp fire outside of tent (night) 


about three feet high, filled with rocks, bedded on top with dirt, wall of 
rocks around three sides, and an old stove top over all, under which the 


No. 3. The cook and t 


he cooker 


fire was built, and we found 
it to be a dandy scheme, and 
beat cooking over a low fire 
every way. 

Views 4, 5, and 6 show the 
camps and some of the beauti- 
ful surrounding country. It 
was an ideal spot, and while 
quite near the railroad, was 
out of the way and little 
visited; in fact we thought 
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the streams had not been 
fished to.speak of, from the 
ease with which the second 
son, the family fishing ex- 
pert who knows a thing or 
two about fishing, kept us 
supplied with the finest frying 
trout you ever saw. 

No. 2 is a night photo of 
the camp taken by the light 
of the bonfire. 


MY 1916 VACATION TRIP 


No. 4. View of our main camp 


No. 8 shows the family in front of tent. 
No. 5 is a view near the spring where we got the coldest of clear water 


No. 5. Taking a “run” for water 


for drinking, and it certainly was 
in a beautiful spot. 

No. 9 shows the havoc wrought 
by the tornado which struck our 
neighborhood on the second day 
incamp. This was quite a terrible 
experience, but thanks to a good 
new tent, with fly well staked 
down, we came through without 
damage, although our fisherman 
was out through it all and got 
pretty well pounded up with the 
severe hail which followed the wind. 
He made his way home through the 
storm, however, and we soon had 
him stripped and into a warm bed, 


and he suffered little from the experience. Two-foot trees were torn 
bodily, and broken off, within sight of the tent, in fact this view 


was taken but a short dis- 
tance away. 

And by the way, these 
pictures are small, but were 
taken with a high grade 
camera of the Ansco V. P. 
series. View 9, might, if en- 
larged, show the general torn 
up condition of things much 
more plainly, and I think I 
shall have some of the best 
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No. 6. Just a pretty spot, showing our two tents | 
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of these views enlarged for 
framing. 

Views 10 and 12, are what 
I call the “still beaver 
waters,” being views of the 
ponds above a system of 
beaver dams before referred 
to. We had ideal fishing here. 
View 12 shows a large beaver 


house in the right foreground, No. 7. Old trapper’s cabin, just above the beaver 


with our fisherman on his 


Our family in front of tent 


No. 9. Havoc wrought by tornado 


distinct, but is just sent to show that 
we really did get fish. 

This is rather a numerous bunch of 
pictures to encumber you with, but I 
merely send them to show you the beau- 
tiful locality we visited and enjoyed, and 
you can use what you please of them. 
I must not overlook mentioning the 


pond 
fishing raft at the left. 

No. 7 shows an old pros- 
pector’s or trapper’s cabin 
which was on the hill about a 
half mile above our camp, and 
just above the beaver pond. 

No. 14 shows one of our 
catches of trout. As a rule 
we fished in the evening and 
the light was so poor that I 
could not get better pictures 
of any of our fish than this. 
This picture was taken well 
after sundown, and is not very 


abundance and variety of beautiful wild No. 10. View of “still beaver waters” 
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a month next year, and in the 
same place. I hardened my- 
self down to the tune of ten 
pounds surplus adipose, and 
came back with an appetite 
which soon replaced it, but I 
am forcing myself to quit my 
meals hungry, so as not to 
have too much to work off 
next year. 

Before I finish let me say 
one thing. Never go off 
without the “ kidlets.” They 
may be a care—undoubtedly 
they are—but don’t they en- 
joy themselves, and are they 
not a real help to us, after 
all? 

I could write a lot more of 


No. 11. The camp and surrounding country 
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flowers, and only wish I could 
send you some of them also. 
I never knew before there 
were sO many and varied 
flowers growing in our West- 
ern mountains, and we cer- 
tainly did enjoy them. 

We had a delightful time 
throughout our two weeks’ 
outing, and intend to make it 


No. 14. One of our trout catches 


No. 13. The family tent 


the funny things that 
happened to us, one 
and all, now that I 
have gotten myself 
into telling my story, 
but I will spare your 
feelings and leave 
the telling to the 
pictures. 
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Had toTake HisOwn 
Medicine 


MY DEAR JIM: 

I had almost forgotten your letter saying that you cannot take a 
vacation this year, when my old friend Dr. Blank, who specializes in the 
treatment of nervous diseases came in, sat himself down in my most com- 
fortable chair, got his cigar drawing well and said: “ Bill, the law on bass 
goes off next Thursday. I have not cast a fly for five years, but I am 
going downtown after office hours to-day and fit myself out from top to 
toe. Next Wednesday I am going to the Thousand Islands and I want 
you to go along.” 

I had to look at the Doctor for a minute or two before I could really 
take it in, because vacations have not been much in his line for several 
years past. I thought he had given them up and surrendered himself to 
the demands of his practice. Finally, I said: “Well, you are breaking out 
in a new spot sure enough, or rather in one so old as to be practically 
new. What happened?” 

“Something that shows what a fool a man can make of himself without 
noticing it,” said he. ‘TI have just finished the examination, diagnosis, 
and prescription for two old friends whom you know as wellasIdo. They 


are Y—— and Z—— and a description of one will do for both, because 
their cases are identical. 
“Y— came in about a month ago complaining that his brain was 


running down, that the resourcefulness of mind which had accounted 
in a large part for his success was failing, that he could not think clearly 
and that subjects which should be full of suggestion appeared to him bare 
of possibilities. He said that he had always supposed that he had un- 
limited strength but now he tires easily and does not sleep well enough 
to rest himself. 

“TI sent him to Dr. X-Ray to discover whether there were any organic 
or serious functional derangements, but his findings were negative. I put 
every secretion of his body through the laboratory and found nothing. 
But when I came to quiz him as to his days and hours of work, I turned 
up something quickly enough. He has lived his business morning, noon, 
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and night, seven days a week with only an occasional day off for fishing or 
shooting, for ten years. It is a case of so greatly depleting his physical 
reserve that if he does not mend his ways pretty soon I look for a complete 
breakdown within a year. 

“When I came to this decision, I went after him as a mixture of an old- 
time friend and a physician, and gave him a red hot compound of prescrip- 
tion and dressing down. He is now arranging his affairs to be away for 
several months to forget his business until his brain recovers something 
of its normal power.” 


| 


et 


“Bill, the law on bass goes off next Thursday” 


“Well,” said I, “I don’t see anything in that to send you to the 
Thousand Islands.” 

“No, you naturally wouldn’t because it isn’t what I said to him that is 
sending me there, but what he said to me.” 

“Oh, ho!” said I. ‘So he said something to you, did he?” I could 
not help laughing at the positive and dogmatic Dr. Blank taking some of 
his own medicine from the hand of another. 

“He surely did. I hadn’t gotten more than well started in dressing 
him down and prescribing for him when he turned on me and said: ‘Why, 
you old fraud, you don’t believe in your own prescription well enough to 
take it. I’ve called you up half a dozen times within the year to play a 
game of golf or go out after a few birds and you always make one answer, 
that you’d love to go but that you are so busy you can’t. You decline 
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to attend Lodge or Church on the same excuse. I often see your chauf- 

feur driving your family about town, but I never see you with them. 
Whenever I do see you, you're in a hurry to get somewhere to do some 
work. I guess your facts justify your prescription to me and I’m going 
to take it, but this dressing down is a joke, coming from you.’ 

“Well, I stopped dressing him down and confined myself to the pre- 
scription until he got out. Then I waited on one or two patients who were 
there and closed the office and sat down to think as to whether I hadn’t 
really made a diagnosis of my own case and whether it wasn’t he who 
had applied the dressing down. I concluded he was right. I haven’t 
done a thing but work for five years. I don’t want to do anything else 
because the opportunities to extend my professional skill were never so 
great, and because the cost of living was never so high.”” The Doctor 
knocked the ashes from his cigar, leaned back in the chair and thought a 
moment, and then began again. 

“Bill,” said he, “you and I have reached a period of middle life or 
perhaps a little more. We are practitioners of specialties in medicine 
and are supposed to have some sense. We know now that we shall never 
be great or famous or rich. It’s too bad to be living our lives as I have 
been living mine. Since Y gave me his prescription, I have been 
thinking over what it is that makes life worth while, and I have thought 
of the three things that I believe to be most important, health, love, and 
work. I could not be happy without all of them in large measure, but I 
have taken the health and the love too much for granted. I am as tired 
as Y—— is only he doesn’t know it. I should not be surprised if I am as 
near a breakdown as he is. Now life is not worth while after it is broken. 
I’ve tried to help too many broken lives to have any disillusions on that 
subject. I do not want to have some attendant hold my arm while he 
puts on the sleeve of a dressing gown, and hold my foot while he puts on a 
slipper and then wheel me out to see the sun. I’d rather walk around in 
it and put on my own sleeves and slippers. I have taken love so much 
for granted that I have not done my part. Why that little curly head of 
mine came up to my side last night and leaned against the chair and said, 
in the most sympathetic tone of voice: ‘Daddy I love you more than 
tongue can tell.’ I did not notice the tone then, but after Y—— got 
through with me I understood why it was that he came up so quietly and 
spoke in such a sympathetic tone. Even the five-year-old is sorry for 
the condition of Daddy’s nerves and wants to show it in a way that will 
soothe them. 

“T see now that my family has paid the price for my work, in ways 
that I never suspected and which they would not mention. It brings 
back the story of some dinner once given to the descendants of the Pilgrim 
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Fathers. Some one proposed a toast to the Fathers which was drunk. 
Then some wise one got up and said: ‘I propose a toast to the Pilgrim 
Mothers; in addition to all their other troubles they had to live with the 
Pilgrim Fathers.’’ 

Well, Dr. Blank and I went after the bass. We secured my old guide 
and he put into his motor boat a complete camping equipment and we 
spent quite a while sailing, fishing, and loafing. We got the fish, and most 
important of all, we got back our nervous poise. At the end of a couple 
of weeks we were new men. We turned in at dark and slept like children 


“At the end of a couple of weeks we were new men” 


till the guide called us to breakfast. For us at least sleep surely “knit 


up the ravelled sleeve of care.” 

About a week after we returned home Dr. Blank and his family came 
over to our house to spend the evening. I noticed that the little curly 
head didn’t sidle up to his father in his sympathetic way, but once during 
the evening, when he couldn’t contain his pleasure any longer, he hopped 
out of the chair where he had been sitting, shouted ‘O you Daddy’ and 
landed in his father’s lap with a running jump and his arms about his 
father’s neck. Doctor looked over at me and grinned. 

Mrs. Blank smiled and looked at my wife and said: “I’m so glad Doctor 
took that trip, it has done him so much good.”” After they were gone Mrs. 
Bill explained to me just why Mrs. Blank was so glad and then I remem- 


< 
TASKS 
ges 
=| 
| 


THE DENTAL DIGEST 


396 


bered the toast to the Pilgrim Mothers because they had to live with the 
Pilgrim Fathers. Perhaps if you asked Mrs. Bill she would say that she is 
equally glad that I went. 

Now if you call up Dr. Blank on any of these pleasant afternoons and 
suggest a game of golf, he will answer: “I shall leave my office sharp at 
four. If you are ready I will pick you up asI go. If you’re not, you will 
have to take the trolley.” 

Perhaps you cannot afford to take a vacation but I'll bet that if I 
could get Mrs. Jim off to one side and ask her, she’d smiile and say just as 
Mrs. Blank did: “I wish Jim could get away if only for a little while.” 
And as I remember Mrs. Blank’s smile and Mrs. Bill’s explanation thereof, 
I shouldn’t need any explanation. Of course, if you were to go to her and 
say: “Am I such a grouch and so wrapped up in my work that you would 
like to have me take a vacation?’’ She would answer “Of course not, 
dear, I only wanted you to have the rest.’”’ What else could she say, 
seeing that she would have to live with you through all the rest of the 
year? And if I could see Jim, Jr., and ask him if he would like to have 
Daddy go for a vacation he’d say ‘“‘ would he play with me and make boats 
and help me sail them?’ And if I said “yes”’ he would jump up and 
down and clap his hands and say ‘when can we go?” 

I know all about the expense, so you needn’t bother to write about it. 

The burden of the expense to one in your position does not lie in the 
expense itself, but in the arrangement of the financial part of your prac- 
tice for years and months past, which make difficult even so small and so 
judicious an outlay, without feeling it. If you had been an all-round 

dentist instead of a half-round dentist you would be in financial condition 
to take a sensible, economical vacation and reap huge dividends in the 
form of improved health and increased happiness for every member of 
the family. 

You’ve stuck pretty close to practice now for several years. You 
have drawn heavily upon your physical reserves without giving them 
adequate opportunity to recuperate. It might be a real economy to take 
a month away from the daily grind and recreate yourself. I think you 
would live enough longer, and do enough more work and enough better 
work to justify it. 

Yours, 


P 
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THE NEW DEAN OF TUFTS COLLEGE DENTAL SCHOOL 


The complimentary dinner given on March 31, at the Hotel Vendéme, 
Boston, to Dr. William Rice, Dean elect of the Tufts College Dental 
School, is more than locally interesting. It has a definite relation to 
dental education and possesses, therefore, a professional significance. 
The dinner was a marked success in numbers, enthusiasm and in even 
more than the usual accessories which make these occasions pass happily. 

Dr. Rice in responding to the last toast, after appreciative reference 
to those who had been active in the movement for the dental dean and 
in his appointment, dwelt upon the spirit of loyalty as typified in the 
national emblem, the flag, and the necessity of loyalty to the Dental School 
on the part of every alumnus. In closing, with deep feeling and language 
of unusual impressiveness, he dedicated himself to the service of the 
School. 

Dr. Rice is the first dental dean of the Tufts College Dental School, 
but the Boston Dental College was served by a dentist in this capacity 
for a brief period: otherwise the deans have all been physicians. 

The movement for a dental dean was started five years ago by the 
appointment in a regular meeting of the Alumni Association of the Dental 
School of a committee instructed to work to this end. The committee 
after presenting their petition as expressive of the wishes of the alumni 
were assured that a dental dean would be appointed. The selection of 
Dr. Rice for the position is the fruition of this promise. Dr. Rice’s se- 
lection seems especially fortunate. His high character, his standing as a 
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dentist, his long association with the Dental School, his valued mem- 
bership in dental organizations of the city and state, his ever ready help 
in progressive movements, his high professional ideals and his proved 
ability in organization, all emphasize the fitness of his elevation to this 
important position. 

Dr. Rice was born in Dublin, N. H., in 1867. His early education was 
acquired in the common schools of his native town. Later he attended 
the high schools of Milford, N. H., and Beverly, Mass. His dental train- 
ing was obtained at the Boston Dental College from which he was grad- 
uated in 1888. Since that time he has been a member of the Instructing 
staff almost continuously. In 1899 when the Boston Dental College was 
taken over as a department of Tufts College, Dr. Rice’s services were re- 
tained. When the Boston Dispensary enlarged its dental department he 
was placed in charge and elected a member of the staff; and he later served 
as instructor in the dental department of the Massachusetts General 
Hospital. In 1905 he completed a post graduate course at Tufts Dental 
School and was granted the degree of D.M.D. In 1913 he became a mem- 
ber of the Faculty of Tufts College Dental School as Professor of Opera- 
tive Dentistry, which position he still holds. Since March 27, 1916, he has 
been in charge of the afternoon clinic at the Dental School. 

Dr. Rice is an officer in the Massachusetts Dental Society and also in 
the American Academy of Dental Science; he is a past President of Boston 
and Tufts Dental Alumni Association and President of the Board of Pub- 
lication of the Journal of the Allied Dental Societies. Those who know 
Dr. Rice best and have been associated with him in the performance of the 
duties of the various positions he has filled, feel that the quality of what he 
does is as important with him as the fact of it, and that both these are what 
they are by reason of the high principles and motives from which they 
spring. 


NOTICE 


As the present war conditions demand the use of our college equipment 
we shall be obliged to cancel the course in Modern Dental Prosthesis 
which was to have been held June 18-30 at the School of Dentistry, Medi- 
cal College of Virginia. 

J. A. C. Hocean, 
Medical College of Virginia, Richmond, Va. 


“A NARROW ESCAPE” 


“A NARROW ESCAPE” 


The accompanying illustration is from a photograph of the envelope 
of a copy of THE DentAt Dicest for February sent to Dr. Reginald C. 
Kershaw of Birkdale, Lancashire, England. Dr. Kershaw received his 
copy of THE DicEst marked simply “Damaged by sea water.” The 
ship which carried the February DicEst to our English subscribers was 
evidently struck by a shell or torpedo, but managed to make port, though 
leaking badly. 


Battle Harbor, Labrador 
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CORRESPONDENCE 


WANTS TO BUILD A GOOD DENTAL PRACTICE 


Editor DENTAL DIGEST: 

I am desirous of getting up some kind of announcement that would 
not conflict with the laws of ethics, that will help in the building of a 
good dental practice in the least possible time. 

To this end I am writing you with the hope that you may be able 
to suggest something or put me in touch with someone who would be able 
to help me in this line. 

I anticipate starting in another city of about 115,000 population with 
about 70 dentists. From my experience of two years I have found the 
older practitioners, as a rule, very cold propositions (as have many 
of my classmates) and in fact will try to discourage him in many instances. 
That seems to me to be absolutely against ethics. I have never been 
offered a position by an ethical dentist as assistant, but several advertising 
men have offered me $30 and $40 per week to begin with, but I of course 
turned them down. 

The ethical men will not help the young man by referring overflow 
patients to him but will let them drift out to the first man, often getting 
in the hands of advertisers, who attract with the electric sign. 

I know of one instance a Dr. Jones (assumed name), who is a very 
busy dentist but will not have an assistant, and only takes patients on 
recommendation. Often a patient will go into his office and if he does 
not like their looks particularly and they do not seem able to pay him big 
fees, he tells them that they are probably looking for the other Doctor 
Jones on the Avenue. The other Doctor Jones is floating large signs and 
advertising $5 crowns but never makes them. The ethical Doctor Jones 
could very easily start some young man on the road to prosperity, but his 
ego won’t let him, as he doesn’t think anybody else can do the work he 
can, and is afraid to refer to a younger man, so lets them go by. Is that 
ethics? He is a big after dinner speaker at the Dental Societies, both 
District and National. 

I will never advertise by the electric sign or cheap dentistry method, 
but I am looking for something that will put me in touch with good 
people, other than the slow method of personal introduction in a new 
town. 

To bring the matter of Oral Hygiene before the people and to advise 
them of the necessity of filling cavities before the pulp has been exposed 
and infected, necessitating removal, is doing them and the public a good 
service, and they will be thankful to you in the long run. Many people 
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do not visit the dentist until the teeth begin to ache, often meaning pulp 
removal. Now if they were educated up to this and many other matters 
relating to pyorrhea, etc., would you not be doing them a good deed? 
To whom are we indebted, to the dentists or to the public? The regular 
code of ethics would lead you to believe that the dentists were the ones 
who should be considered. 

I do not believe that a dentist is exactly in the class with the physician. 
The physician is called only when a person is ill, and often not then; 
home remedies prevail, often to more satisfaction than when a physician 
administers a prescription. Home remedies do not take the place of a 
dentist, as a cavity in a tooth is beyond home treatment. The dentist’s 
best work can be done before the tooth begins to ache, and 80 per cent. 
of the people do not know they have a cavity until the tooth begins to 
ache, and then they keep putting it off, thinking the removal of the pulp 
is a very simple thing, not knowing the danger of not being able to thor- 
oughly fill the end. 

I believe that a young practitioner should be allowed to get out some 
matter along this line educating the public, to help him build his practice, 
without calling him a rank advertiser, which the ethical men will do. I 
am sure a great deal of good can be done, and by doing the public a good 
deed, you will be helping yourself. You cannot help anyone without 
helping yourself. 

I want to say personally that one of the best pieces of dental restora- 
tions I ever had done was in having a young man in Denver take off a 
gold crown on one of the front six and put on a porcelain crown. The 
young man in D did not advertise his prices but he did attract my atten- 
tion by literature that he sent to other towns. The man who told me 
that the gold crown was the only thing and caused me humiliation for 
three years, was an ethical practitioner and was a member of the Texas 
State Board of Dental Examiners. 

I would be very glad to hear from any one who can advise or assist me. 


Very truly yours, 


Editor DENTAL DIGEST: 


How should a dentist answer a patient who claims that a vulcanite 
denture has spread within a year’s time until it has lost its suction? 
The denture having been made a few months after all the teeth were 
extracted and when made fitted very well. Patient being unwilling to 
pay for resetting of the teeth? 


Yours, 


G. P. 
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ANSWER 


If you said anything when plate was being made to lead patient to 
believe that she was getting a permanent plate and that she would have 
no further trouble you had better take your medicine and make it over, 
and in future guard against such a circumstance by informing patient 
that mouths differ very much in the way absorption takes place, some- 
times continuing to shrink so rapidly that plate has to be made over 
in a few months, whereas with other individuals a plate fitting no better 
in the beginning may be worn for twenty or thirty years. And that these 
conditions are entirely beyond your control or your responsibility. In 
this particular case if you are not responsible for patient’s state of mind, 
you may use the above statement in an effort to persuade her that she 
should pay for a new plate or a refit. Better make sure if possible that 
plate has not actually ‘“‘spread” or warped either through being under 
vulcanized or washed in boiling water. 

Denver, Colo. V. C. SMEDLEY. 


SALIVARY CALCULUS 


Dr. R.R. Christy, Tarentum, Pa., extracted the lower central and lateral shown 
(partly) above, for a male, 45 years old. Three views of each tooth give one an 
. idea of the bulk of calculus. Some accretion. 


| 
: 
| 


— 


DENTAL AND ORAL RapioGRAPHy. A text book for students and Prac- 
titioners of Dentistry. | By David James McCoy, D.D.S. Seventy- 
one illustrations. C. V. Mosby Company, St. Louis, 1916. 


As the radiograph has now become almost a necessity to the dental 
profession, this book will be of much interest. It has been written prin- 
cipally as a text book for students of dentistry, but the author hopes it 
will interest those dentists who are desirous of using the X-ray in their 
practice. 

The subject has been well treated in a direct and comprehensive 
manner; the author giving the underlying principles, with the ex- 
pectation that each student shall find his own way after once mastering 
the technic. 

There are 71 illustrations and these should greatly assist in the study 
of the subject. 


Human Puystotocy. Especially Adapted for Dental Students. By 
K. G. Pearce, B.A., M.D., and J. J. R. MactEop, M.B., D.P.H. 
Second Revised Division. Price $2.50. C. V. Mosby Co., St. Louis, 
1916. 

The cordial greeting which was accorded the first edition of this book 
will naturally make this, its second edition, welcome. The volume has 
been thoroughly revised with the object of presenting in an explicit form 
some of the essential principles upon which the modern science of phys- 
iology depends. 

A few simple, but instructive, laboratory demonstrations are described 
in an appendix at the close of the book. This should be an aid in the 
teaching of this subject. 

The book contains 59 most excellent illustrations. That ever ready 
help to the student, a good Index, is to be found at the end of the 
volume. 
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SOCIETY AND OTHER NOTES 


TABLETS FOR THE FORSYTH AND EASTMAN DENTAL 
INFIRMARIES 


DEAR Doctor: 

At the 1916 meeting of the National Dental Association the following 
resolution was offered and adopted: 

“That each Member of the National Dental Association be given the 
opportunity of subscribing to a fund for the purpose of placing tablets as a 
memorial in the Forsyth and Eastman Dental Infirmaries, in the name of 
the National Dental Association.” 

The committee appointed for this purpose is therefore soliciting you 
and will welcome your contribution ef $1.00 and more, or less if you so 
choose. 

These splendid gifts to humanity for the relief of the indigent children 
of Boston and Rochester should be recognized by the National Association 
in the placing of suitable tablets, and we trust that we may have both your 
moral and financial support. 

We hope that there will be a surplus above that which will be needed, 
and it has been decided that if such be the case, the same will be evenly 
divided between the National Research Institute and the Dental Relief 
Fund of the N. D. A. 

Thanking you most heartily for your coéperation, I am, 

Sincerely yours, 
Henry E. GERMANN. 


GENTLEMEN: 

Attached find check for$......... , payable to Henry E. Germann, Chm. 


Your cancelled check will be considered your receipt, and same will be 
acknowledged through Journal of the National Dental Association. 
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THE FORSYTH DENTAL INFIRMARY FOR CHILDREN 
PERMANENT STAFF APPOINTMENTS 


A competitive examination of graduates in dentistry (of less than 
three years’ standing) for appointments to positions on the Permanent 
Staff for full and one-half time service will be held early in June at the 
Infirmary. 

Appointments will be made for one or two years as follows: 

Full time service requiring operating five and one-half days week at a 
salary of $1,000 a year. 

One-half time service requiring operating six half-days a week, either 
forenoon or afternoon, at a salary of $400 a year. 

These appointments will be made subject to satisfying the require- 
ments of the Massachusetts State Board of Registration in Dentistry and 

“qualifying” in the practical work of the clinics during one month’s 
trial. 

Members of this staff will be entitled to the advantages of reports 
and clinics by experts in the various branches of Dentistry from different 
parts of the world in addition to the numerous regular clinics and 
lectures. 

Operators after serving three months are eligible, by qualifying, for 
appointments in the special clinics where Post Graduate work is given. 

The operators on this staff have the advantage of the clinics at 
lectures of the Post Graduate School of Orthodontia. 

The Infirmary clinics provide unusual advantages in the various 
departments of the institution where Operative Dentistry, Orthodontia, 
Nose and Throat and Oral Surgery, Extracting, Novocaine Technic, 
Radiography, Pathological Diagnosis and Research Work are continually 
carried on. 

The average number of cases treated daily is more than 450 in all de- 
partments. 

All material and necessary operating instruments will be furnished; 
up-to-date apparatus including electric engines, sterile instrument trays, 
fountain cuspidors, compressed air, and the modern operating room type 
of lavatories are available for use. 

A diploma of service will be issued by the Trustees to each member of 
this staff who has completed this term of service in a satisfactory manner. 

Information and the date of the examination will be furnished to those 
interested. 


Haro_D DEW. Cross, D.M.D., Director, 
140 The Fenway, Boston, Mass. 


ROCHESTER’S NEW DENTAL DISPENSARY 


The Rochester Dental Dispensary, the gift of Mr. George Eastman 
to the City of Rochester was formally dedicated May 9, 1917. 

Too much can hardly be said about this generous gift of Mr. East- 
man’s which, as is well known, was freely given and without any restric- 
tions as to the management or particular lines of activities to be followed, 
except that it should be for the benefit of Rochester’s children. 

The city has incorporated the sum of twenty thousand in its tax 
budget, its annual contribution to the maintenance of this charity. Each 
one of the board of directors has pledged himself for an annual subscription 
toward its support—this is in addition to Mr. Eastman’s contribution. 

The attendance at the dedication was extremely large; many men 
prominent in dentistry were there and it goes without saying that the 
exercises were most interesting. The officers of the institution are as 
follows: 

William Bausch, President; Thomas B. Dunn, tst Vice-President; 
Edmund Lyon, 2nd Vice-President; Andrew J. Townson, Treasurer; 
James S. Havens, Secretary. Director, Harvey J. Burkhart, D.D.S. 


UNDERGRADUATE ASSISTANTS 


During the months of June, July, August and September an oppor- 
tunity is offered by the Trustees of the Forsyth Dental Infirmary for 
Children, to a limited number of senior undergraduate students to act as 
assistants in the clinics of the Infirmary. This privilege permits a 
student to obtain unusual clinical advantages in the various departments 
of the institution where Operative Dentistry, Orthodontia, Nose and 
Throat, Oral Surgery, Radiography, Pathological Diagnosis and Research 
Work are continually carried on. Instruments and gowns furnished. 

For further details apply to the Directer, Harald DeW. Cross, 
D.M.D., 140 The Fenway, Boston. 
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FUTURE EVENTS 


June 4-7, 1917.—Nebraska State Dental Society, Omaha.—H. E. Krnc, Omaha, Secretary. 

June 4-7, 1917.—Four States Post Graduate Dental Meeting, New Orleans, La. (Texas, 
Louisiana, Alabama, Mississippi).—J. P. WAHL, New Orleans, La., Chair. Ex. Committee. 

June 4-8, 1917.—American Medical Association, Clinical Congress. Headquarters, 17 West 
43d St., New York City—Drs. W. C. Puiires, F. M. CRANDALL and ALEXANDER 
LAMBERT, Committee on Arrangements. 

June 6-9, 1917.—Maryland State Dental Association, Baltimore, Md.—F. F. Drew, 701 N. 
Howard St., Baltimore, Md., Secretary. 

June 6-9, 1917.—The California State Dental Association, Fairmont Hotel, San Francisco, 
Calif—Joun E. Gur Ley, Secretary. 

June 7-9, 1917.—Northern Ohio Dental Association, Hotel Statler, Cleveland, O.—C. CLark, 
Secretary. 

June 7-16, 1917.—Nebraska Board of Dental Secretaries, Lincoln, Neb.—S. A. ALLEN, 
Loup City, Secretary. 

June 11-12, 1917.—Northwestern University Dental School Alumni Association, Annual 
Home-coming Clinic, 31 Lake Street, Chicago Ill-—M. M. Printz, 4235 Lake Park 
Avenue, Chicago, IIl., Secretary. 

June 11-12, 1917.—Missouri Dental Board, Jefferson City, Mo.—V. R. McCur, Cameron, 
Mo. 

June 12, 1917.—Wyoming State Dental Association, Cheyenne, Wyo.—PETER APPELL, 
Secretary. 

June 13-16, 1917.—Pennsylvania Board of Dental Examiners in Musical Fund Hall, Phila- 
delphia, and the College of Pharmacy Building, Pittsburgh. The examination in opera- 
tive dentistry on Wednesday, June 13th at 8.30 o’clock in the Evans Dental Institute, 
4oth & Spruce Streets, Philadelphia, and the University of Pittsburgh Dental Building, 
Pittsburgh. ALEXANDER H. RrEYNOLDs, 4630 Chester Ave., Philadelphia, Secretary. 

June 14-16, 1917.—Georgia State Dental Society, Brunswick, Ga.—M. M. Forbes, Candler 
Bldg., Atlanta, Ga., Secretary. 

June 14-16, 1917.—Connecticut State Dental Association, Hotel Griswold, New London.— 
G. S. B. LEonarp, Mystic, Conn., Secretary. 

June 15, 1917.—Illinois State Dental Board meets for examination; Northwestern University 
Dental School, 31 W. Lake St., Chicago.—Dr. O. H. Setrert, Springfield, Ill., Secretary. 

June 18-23, 1917.—Michigan State Board of Dental Examiners, Dental Building of Dental 
Department of the University of Michigan, Ann Arbor, Mich.—E. O. GILLEspPrE, 
Stephenson, Mich., Secretary. 

June 18-23, 1917.—Indiana State Board of Dental Examiners, State House, Indianapolis.— 
Frep J. Prow, Bloomington, Ind., Secretary. 

June 19-22, 1917.—Golden Jubilee of the Tennessee State Dental Association, Memphis, 
Tenn.—C. E. Hines, Secretary. 

June 20, 1917.—New Hampshire State Dental Society, Soo-Nipi Park, N. H. 

June 20, 1917.—Wisconsin State Board of Dental Examiners, Berlin Arcade Hall, Milwaukee, 
Wis.—F. A. TaTE, Milwaukee, Wis., Secretary. 
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June 20-22, 1917.—Florida State Dental Society, Atlantic Beach, Fla.—N. C. Izuar, Secretary. 

June 21-23, 1917.—Colorado State Dental Association, Glenwood Springs, Colo.—Eart W. 
SPENCER, Pope Block, Pueblo, Colo., Secretary. 

June 22-30, 1917.—Massachusetts Board of Dental Examiners, Boston, Mass.—GrorGE H. 
PayNE, 29 Commonwealth Ave., Boston, Mass. 

June 25-27, 1917.—The Vermont Board of Dental Examiners, State House, Montpelier.— 
Harry F. Hamitton, Newport, Vt., Secretary. 

June 26-28, 1917.—Pennsylvania State Dental Society, Philadelphia, Pa—J. F. Brppie, 517 
Arch St., Philadelphia, Secretary. 

June 26, 1917.—South Carolina State Board of Dental Examiners, Jefferson Hotel, Columbia, 
S. C—R. L. Spencer, Bennettsville, S. C. Secretary. 

June 27-29, 1917.—North Carolina Dental Society, Fifty-third Annual Meeting, Durham, 
N. C.—R. M. Squires, Wake Forest, N. C., Secretary. 

June 28-30, 1917.—Utah State Dental Society, Salt Lake City, Hotel Utah.—E. C. Fair- 
WEATHER, Salt Lake City, Secretary. 

June 29-30, 1917.—Upper Peninsula Dental Society, Ironwood, Mich—R. E. Mvutten, 
Secretary. 

July 11-13, 1917—The Forty-seventh annual convention of the New Jersey State Dental 
Society at Atlantic City. The entire convention will be held on Young’s Million Dollar 
Pier.—Joun C. Forsytu, Trenton, N. J., Secretary. 

September 5-8, 1917.—Annual Meeting American Society of Orthodontists, Excelsior 
Springs, Mo.—F. M. Casto, Secretary. 

October 19-20, 1917.—National Association of Dental Faculties, Hotel Astor, New York 
City —CHaARLES CHANNING ALLEN, Kansas City, Mo., Secretary. 

October 22-26, 1917.—National Dental Association, New York City, Hotel Astor, Broadway 
and 44th St.—Orto U. Kine, Huntington, Ind., Secretary. 


AMERICAN INSTITUTE OF DENTAL TEACHERS 


At the last annual meeting of the American Institute of Dental Teachers, held at Phila- 
delphia, Pa., January 23 to 25, 1917, the following officers were elected: President, Dr. John 
F. Biddle, 517 Arch Street, Philadelphia, Pa.; Vice-President, Dr. A. W. Thornton, McGill, 
University, Montreal, Que.; Secretary-Treasurer, Dr. Abram Hoffman, 529 Franklin Street, 
Buffalo, N. Y.; Executive Board, Dr. R. W. Bunting, Ann Arbor, Mich., Dr. A. D. Black, 
Chicago, IIl., and Dr. G. S. Millberry, San Francisco, Cal. 

The next annual meeting will be held January 29, 30 and 31, 1918. The place of meeting 
will be announced later. 


THE LAST STRAW 


‘Well, did he pay you?” asked the wife of a dentist who had been 
to collect a bill for a full set of false teeth that he had made for a man 
almost a year before. 

““Pay me,”’ growled the dentist. ‘“‘Not only did he refuse to pay me, 
but he actually had the effrontery to gnash at me—with my teeth!” 
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